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The soothing solace of a verse, will sometimes bring a 
toucli of comfort, when words in other shape would al- 
together fail. There is a subtle power in poetry. The 
falling cadence and the recurring rhymes and rhythm, 
give us a sense of harmony and order, and this, in itself, 
produces a feeling of rest within our shocked and stricken 
hearts. It is like the ebb and flow of the waters of the 
summer sea, which lull us to pleasant thoughts and sweet 
memories. It is like the whispering winds which stir 
among the branches of the forest. It is like the recurring 
beams of sunshine which sweep across the landscape in 
moving bands of light. All these do lift us from our own 
sad sorrows, and bring us face to face with the ever-pres- 
ent glory which surrounds us even in our sadness. 

In this little collection of Poetry an attempt is made to 
bring together such verses as may comfort and cheer with 
their sentiment, as well as lull to rest with their rhythmic 
numbers, those wounded hearts which have known afflic- 
tion, and long to find expression for their feelings, and 
some surcease of sorrow from their pain. 

J. H. K. 
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not Obangeo but (^lodlied. 



Not changed but glorified ! Oh beauteous language 

For those who weep. 
Mourning the loss of some dear face departed, 

Fallen asleep. 
Hushed into silence, never more to comfort 

The hearts of men. 
Gone, like the eunshine of another country. 

Beyond our ken. 

Oh dearest dead, we saw thy white soul shining 

Behind the face. 
Bright with the beauty and celestial glory 

Of an immortal grace. 
What wonder that we stumble, faint and weeping. 

And sick with fears. 
Since thou has left us — all alone with sorrow. 

And blind with tears ? 

Can it be possible no words shall welcome 

Our coming feet ? 
How will it look, that face that we have cherished 

When next we meet ? 
Will it be changed, so glorified and saintly, 

That we shall know it not ? 
Will there be nothing that will say, " I love thee. 

And I have not forgot ? " 

5 



6 NOT CHANGED BUT GLORIFIED, 

Oh faithless heart, the same loved face transfigured 

Shall meet thee there, 
Less sad, less wistful, in immortal beauty 

Divinely fair. 
The mortal veil washed pure with many weepings, 

Is rent away, 
And the great soul thajt sat within its prison 

Hath found the day. 

In the clear morning of that other country, ^ 

In Paradise, 
With the same face that we have loved and cherished 

She shall arise ! 
Let us be patient, we who mourn, with weeping, 

Some vanished face. 
The Lord has taken, but to add more beauty 

And a diviner grace. 

And we shall find once more, beyond earth's sorrows, 

Beyond these skies. 
In the fair city of the " sure foundations," 

Those heavenly eyes. 
With the same welcome shining through their sweetness. 

That met us here ; 
Eyes, from whose beauty God has banished weeping 

And wiped away the tear. 

Think of us, dearest one, while o'er life's waters 

We seek the land, 
Missing thy voice, thy touch, and the true helping 

Of thy pure hand. 
Till, through the storm and tempest, safely anchored 

Just on the other side, 
We find thy dear face looking through death's shadows. 

Not changed, but glorified. 
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THEY ARE GONE TO BE WITH JESUS/ 

Hbeis ate (3one to be witb izm&. 

"WITH CHRIST, WHICH IS FAR BETTER." Phil, i. 23. 

They are gone to be with Jesus, 

We cannot wish them here ; 
We would not dim their radiant lot 

With mortal stain or tear ; 
For they are folded safely 

Upon that gentle breast. 
Where many a weary lamb of earth 

Has found eternal rest. 

They are gone to be with Jesus, 

To be in that sweet home 
Where want, and wistfulness, and pain 

Can never, never come. 
Their steps are with thesangels, 

'Mid paths all fair and bright, 
Where never stain of sin can fall 

Like shadows on the light. 

They are gone to be with Jesus, 

So who would wish them back 
To tread the rugged stones that lie 

In life's uncertain track ? 
Their fears and falls are over, — 

Nor falls nor fears were vain, — 
But who would wish those lips to taste 

The bitter cup again ? 

They are gone to be with Jesus ; 

Ah ! would that we were there ! 
That these so anxious hearts were hushed, 

With all their pain and care ! 



8 NOT CHANGED BUT GLORIFIED, 

They rest in yonder regions ; 

Oh, that we too might go 
To stand beside life's crystal stream 

Where healing waters flow ! 

They are gone to be with Jesus ; 

And when the time is best 
Those loving arms that shelter them 

Shall take us there to rest ; 
And we shall be with Jesus, 

Redeemed from stain and sin ; 
Those noiseless gates shall open wide,- 

We, too, shall enter in. 



Oo2) fmowetb J9e0t* 

Sometime when all life's lessons have been learned, 

And sun and stars for evermore have set. 
The things which our weak judgment here had spumed. 

The things o'er which we grieved with lashes wet, 
Will flash before us out of life's dark night. 

As stars shine most in deeper tints of blue ; 
And we shall see how all God's plans were right, 

And how what seemed reproof was love most true. 

And we shall see how, while we frown and sigh, 

God's plans go on as best for you and me ; 
How, when we called. He heeded not our cry, 

Because His wisdom to the end could see. 
And even as prudent parents disallow 

Too much of sweet to craving babyhood. 
So God, perhaps, is keeping from us now 

Life's sweetest things, because it seemeth good. 



TIVO OUTLOOKS, 



And if, sometimes, commingled with life's wine 

We find the wormwood, and rebel and shrink, 
Be sure a wiser Hand than yours or mine 

Pours out this potion for our lips to drink. 
And if some one we love is lying low, 

Where human kisses cannot reach the face. 
Oh, do not blame the loving Father so, 

But wear your sorrow with obedient grace. 

And you will shortly know that lengthened breath 

Is not the sweetest gift God gives His friend ; 
And that sometimes the sable pall of death 

Conceals the fairest boon His love can send. 
If we could push ajar the gates of life. 

Could stand within and all God's workings see, 
We could interpret all this doubt and strife, 

And for each mystery could find a key. 

But not to-day. Then be content, poor heart ! 

God's plans, like lilies pure and white, unfold ; 
We must not tear the close-shut leaves apart. 

Time will reveal the stamens of pure gold. 
And if, through patient toil we reach the land 

Where tired feet, with sandals loose, may rest> 
When we shall clearly know and understand, 

I think that we will say — " God knew the best." 



I HAVE a bridge within my heart, 
Known as the Bridge of Sighs ; 

It stretches from life's sunny part. 
To where its darkness lies. 



lO NOT CHANGED BUT GLORIFIED, 

And when upon this bridge I stand, 

To watch life's tide below, 
Sad thoughts come from the shadowy land, 

And darken all its flow." 

Then, as it winds its way along 

To sorrow's bitter sea. 
Oh ! mournful is the spirit song 

That upward floats to me. 

A song which breathes of blessings dead. 
Of friends and friendships flown ; 

And pleasures gone ! their distant tread 
Now to an echo grown. 



I have a bridge within my heart, 
Known as the Bridge of Faith ; 

It spans, by a mysterious art, 
The streams of life and death. 

And when upon that bridge I stand. 

To watch the tide below, 
Sweet thoughts come from the sunny land, 

And brighten all below. 

A song of blessings never sere, 

Of love beyond compare ; 
Of pleasures flowed from troublings here. 

To rise serenely there. 

And, hearing thus, a peace divine 

Soon shuts each sorrow out ; 
And all is hopeful and benign. 

Where all was fear and doubt. 



''INTO THY HANDS, MY GOD.'' n 



** Into XTbB Dan^0, A^ 606/* 

Into Thy hands, my God, I gladly fall, 
Resigning there my life, my will, my all j 
Do as Thou wilt, O Lord, for I am Thine ; 
Whatever Thy blest will is also mine. 

Into Thy hands, my God ; for there at length. 
Through my poor weakness shall I find Thy strength ; 
Thy grace shall triumph over all my sin, 
And Christ's dear Blood shall make me pure within. 

Into Thy hands, my God — those hands of love. 
Which sweetly reached and drew me from above ; 
Those hands which countless daily mercies give, 
Those hands by which I every moment live. 

Into Thy hands, my God — my Father's hands ; 
Near them a living Saviour pleading stands. 

love ! He pleads for me — how can I fear 
With such a Father, such a Saviour near ? 

In Thy dear hands, my God, there let me rest ; 
Send pain or sickness, if Thou seest best ; 
Do as Thou wilt — ^Thy love I cannot doubt, 
For perfect love casts fear and sadness out. 

Safe in Thy hands, my God, a little child, 

1 look to Thee through Jesus reconciled ; 

I dare for His dear sake to call Thee mine ; 
For this sweet bliss I would all else resign. 

Into Thy hands, my God, I cast my will ; 
Bid every murmuring, restless thought be still ; 
My only wish while on the narrow road. 
Tranquil to lie in Thy dear hands, my God. 
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TTbe TKAai? an2) tbe 0ui2)e* 

• 

The way I knew not Thou hast led, and oft 
It seemed a darksome way and hard to tread, 

And leading downward rather than aloft 
Appeared the way by which the Father led. 

But yet I followed, knowing not the way, 
Though still assured, because the Guide I knew, 

And waiting till the radiance of the day 
Should break, illumed with heaven-painted hue. 

And, lo ! the glowing morn has burst at last. 
More brilliant e'en than hope could paint its life. 

That light is clearest which leaves darkness past. 
That peace most peaceful which is bom of strife. 



Ood ot tbe Xit^ing* 

God of the living, in Whose eyes 
Unveiled Thy whole creation lies, 
All souls are Thine ; we must not say 
That those are dead who pass away ; 
From this vain world of flesh set free. 
We know them living unto Thee. 

Releas'd from earthly toil and strife, 

With thee is hidden now their life ; 

Thine are their thoughts, their works, their powers, 

All Thine, yet still most truly ours ; 

For well we know, where'er they be. 

That all are living unto Thee. 

Not spilt like water on the ground, 
Not buried in a sleep profound, 
Not wandering in unknown despair. 



FOR I KNOW THEIR SORROWS. 



^3 



Beyond Thy voice, Thy arm, Thy care, 
Not lost upon a boundless sea. 
Not dead, but living unto Thee. 

Thy will be done ; for Thou art just ; 
To Thee we leave them, Lord, in trust ; 
And bless Thee for the Love, that gave 
Thy Son to fill a human grave. 
That none might fear that world to see 
Where all are living unto Thee. 



Sox f ftnow tbdt Sottow0* 

When across the heart deep waves of sorrows 
Break, as on a dry and barren shore ; 

When hope glistens with no bright to-morrow, 
And the storm seems sweeping evermore ; 

When the cup of every earthly gladness 
Bears no taste of the life-giving stream. 

And high hopes, as though to mock our sadness. 
Fade and die as in some fitful dream : 

Who shall hush the weary spirit's chiding. 
Who the aching void within shall fill ? 

Who shall whisper of a peace abiding. 
And each surging billow calmly still ? 

Only He whose wounded Heart was broken. 
With the bitter Cross and thorny Crown, 

Whose dear love glad words of joy had spoken. 
Who, His life for us laid meekly down. 

Blessed Healer ! all our burdens lighten. 

Give us Peace, Thine own sweet Peace we pray. 

Keep us near Thee till the Mom shall brighten, 
And all mists and shadows flee away 1 



r4 ^OT CHANGED BUT GLORIFIED. 



*' f Will fiot %ctive JLbcc Comtottle00/' 

" Not comfortless," oh ! blessed words 
To soothe the mourner's woe, 
The Prince of Comforters will come 
And soften every blow. 

" Not comfortless," oh, couldst thou know 
The wealth of winnowed peace. 
Descending from His pierced hands, 
Thy murmurings would cease. 

And thou wouldst look for sure support 
To Him, whose healing balm, 

Is ever kept for grieving ones. 
Who look to Him for calm. 

No earthly friend such comfort g^ves. 

Our Christ is all in all ; 
Look up ! tho' through a mist of tears, 

And for His blessing call. 



^ne b^ One* 

One by one the sands are flowing. 
One by one the moments fall ; 

Some are coming, some are going, — 
Do not strive to grasp them all. 

One by one thy duties wait thee ; 

Let thy whole strength go to each ; 
Let no future dreams elate thee, 

Learn thou first what these can teach. 



WA TCH AND PR A Y. 15 

One by one bright gifts from heaven, 

Joys are sent thee here below, 
Take them readily when given. 

Ready, too, to let them go. 

One by one thy griefs shall meet thee. 

Do not fear an armed band ; 
One will fade as others reach thee, 

Shadows passing through t;he land. 

Do not look at life's long sorrow, 
See how small each moment's pain ; 

God will help thee for to-morrow, 
Every day begin again. 

Every hour that fleets so slowly, 

Has its task to do, or bear ; 
Luminous the crown, and holy. 

If thou set each gem with care. 

Do not linger with regretting, 

Or for passing hours despond ; 
Nor, the daily toil forgetting. 

Look too eagerly beyond. 

Hours are golden links, God's token. 
Reaching Heaven ; but one by one. 

Take them, lest the chain be broken, 
Ere the pilgrimage be done. 



TKAatcb an2) ptai^* 

The night is dark — behold the shade was deeper 

In the still garden of Gethsemane, 
When the calm voice awoke the weary sleeper, 

** Couldst thou not watch one hour alone with Me ? 



n 
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O thou SO weary of thy self-denials, 
And so impatient of thy little cross, 

Is it so hard to bear thy daily trials — 
To count all earthly things a painful loss ? 

What if thou always suiferest tribulation ? 

What if thy Christian warfare never cease ? 
The gaining of the quiet habitation 

Shall gather thee to everlasting peace. 

Here are we all to suffer, walking lonely 
The path that Jesus once Himself hath gone ; 

Watch thou this hour in trustful patience only, 
This one dark hour before the eternal dawn : 

And He will come in His own time from Heaven, 
To set His earnest-hearted children free ; 

Watch only through this dark and painful even. 
And the bright Morning yet will break for thee. 



TTbe Sfitnpatbis ot 9e0tt0* 

As oft with worn and weary feet. 
We tread earth's rugged valley o'er. 

The thought how comforting and sweet !• 
Girist took this toilsome path before : 

Our wants and weaknesses He knows, 

From life's first dawning to its close. 

Do sickness, feebleness, or pain. 
Or sorrow, in our path appear ? 

The sweet remembrance will remain — 
More deeply did He suffer here. 

His life, how truly sad and brief 

Filled up with sorrow, pain, and grief ! 



CONSOLATION, 17 



If Satan tempt our hearts to stray, 
And whisper evil things within, 

So did he, in the desert way, 

Assail our Lord with thoughts of sin ; 

When worn, and in a feeble hour, 

The Tempter came with all his power. 



Just such as I, this earth He trod, 
With every human ill but sin ; 

And though indeed the very God, 
As I am now, so He has been. 

My God, my Saviour, look on me 

With pity, love, and sympathy ! 



Conaolation* 

When I sink down in gloom or fear, 

Hope blighted or delayed. 
Thy whisper, Lord, my heart shall cheer, 

" Tis I ; be not afraid ! " 

Or, startled at some sudden blow. 

If fretful thoughts I feel, 
" Fear not, it is but 1 1 " shall flow 

As balm my wound to heal. 

Nor will I quit Thy way, though foes 

Some onward pass defend ; 
From each rough voice the watchword goes, 

" Be not afraid ! .... a friend." 

And oh ! when judgment's trumpet clear 

Awakes me from the grave. 
Still in its echo may I hear, 

«« Tis Christ ; He came to save." 

z 
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Oomtott* 

AS THY DAYS, SO SHALL THY STRENGTH BE. 

Deut, xxxiii. 25. 

When in sorrow's furnace tried. 
Lean thee on the Crucified; 
When thy heart is sore dismayed. 
Wrestle on, nor be afraid : 
Listen, this is writ for thee, — 
«* As thy days, thy strength shall be.* 

When thine eyes with tears are wet. 
Then remember Olivet 1 
Know that He who, prostrate there. 
Pours away His soul in prayer, 
Counts thy pangs and notes thy sighs. 
Though He reigns beyond the skies. 

If beneath the curtains white 
Thou must wake the weary night. 
While the awful pangs of pain 
Fasten on thy shrinking brain, 
Still abides the firm decree — 
«* As thy day, thy strength shall be. 



f* 



When the morning's wished-for gleams 
Wake thy fitful, fevered dreams. 
And the daily cross appears. 
Looming through a mist of tears. 
Turn thy weary heart aside ; 
Rest thee on the crucified. 

By each anguished throb and throe 
Borne so meekly years ago, 
By the gentle hands outspread, 



REFUGE. 19 



By the patient thorn-crowned head. 
Kneel at yonder nail-pierced feet, 
Till the bitter cup grow sweet. 

Take the comfort there bestowed : 
It will lighten all thy load ; 
Succors sought and surely given, 
Smooth the weary way to heaven. 
Know that this was writ for thee, — 
" As thy day thy strength shall be." 

When with features drawn and pale. 
Thou must dare the darksome vale. 
As the closing eyelid falls 
Tis the voice of Jesus calls ; 
«* Parting soul, arise, be free ! 
As thy day, thy strength shall be." 



'Refuge* 



HIDE ME UNDER THE SHADOW OF THY WINGS. 

Psalm xvii. 8. 

Ah ! the softest place to rest. 
Weary heart, is Jesus* breast. 
None so tender and so tried 
As our Brother crucified. 
Nowhere else is calm so sweet 
As beneath those precious feet. 
Which through all the path have gone 
Which we slowly wander on. 

Other hearts there are a few 
That are tender, brave, and true ; 
Other hands, perhaps, whose thrill 
Makes all memory vibrate still ; 
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Kindly voices strangely sweet, 
Melodies almost complete ; 
But the dearest place to rest, 
Wistful heart, is Jesus' breast. 

For the sweetest place for prayer 

Is with Jesus everywhere — 

Whether in the Minster high 

As the notes go rolling by, 

'Till the Amen's thunder falls 

On the consecrated walls ; 

Or beside the couch of pain 

When the reeling, care-wrought brain 

Feels, amidst the mists that hide. 

Dumbly for the Crucified. 

Oh, the brightest place of all 
Is where no more shades may fall ; 
And the sweetest welcome given 
Is that welcome kept for heaven. 
Yet before eternal day 
Hush life's fitful gusts away. 
Even here the heart has rest 
If it hide in Jesus' breast. 

Gentle hands, for which I feel 
Hold me fast in woe or weal ; 
Loving eyes, I dimly afee. 
Hide, ah, never hide from me : 
Feet that seek me day by day. 
Turn not in just wrath away, 
Sinner, as I am confest, 
Jesus, fold me to Thy breast 



JESUS. 21 



S>e0olatfotu 

O, say not thou are left of God, 

Because His tokens in the sky 
Thou canst not read : this earth He trod 

To teach thee He was ever nigh. 

He sees, beneath the fig-tree green, 

Nathaniel con his sacred lore ; 
Shouldst thou thy chamber seek, unseen. 

He enters through the unopen'd door. 

And when thou liest, by slumber bound, 
Outwearied in the Christian fight, 

In glory, girt with Saints around. 
He stands above thee through the night. 

When friends to Emmaus bend their course 
He joins, although he holds their eyes : 

Or, shouldst thou feel some fever's force. 
He takes thy hand. He bids thee rise. 

Or on a voyage, when calms prevail. 

And prison thee upon the sea. 
He walks the wave. He wings the sail. 

The ^ore is gained, and thou art free. 



Cbd£^ our Rll in RIL 

"THAT WHERE I AM, THERE YE MAY BE ALSO," 

How know I that it looms lovely that land I have never 

seen. 
With morning-glories and heart's-ease and unexampled 

green. 
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With neither heat nor cold in the balm-redolent air ? 
Some of this, not all, I know ; but this is so ; Christ is 
there. 

How know I that blessedness befalls who dwell in Para- 
dise, 

The outwearied hearts refreshing, rekindling the worn- 
out eyes. 

All souls singing, seeing, rejoicing everywhere ? 

Nay, much more than this I know ; for this is so ; Christ 
is there. 

O Lord Christ, whom having not seen I love andi desire 

to love, 
O Lord Christ, who lookest on me uncomely yet still Thy 

dove. 
Take me to Thee in Paradise, Thine own made fair ; 
For whatever else I know, this thing is so ; Thou art 

there. 



Going t)ome* 

SUFFER LITTLE CHILDREN TO COME UNTO ME, AND FOR- 
BID THEM NOT : FOR OF SUCH IS THE KINGDOM OF GOD. 

St. Mark X. 14. 

They are going — only going — 

Jesus called them long ago ! 
All the wintry time they're passing 

Softly as the falling snow. 
When the violets in the spring-time 

Catch the azure of the sky, 
They are carried out to slumber 

Sweetly where the violets lie. 
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They are going — only going— 

When with summer earth is drest, 
In their cold hands holding roses 

Folded to each silent breast : 
When the autumn hangs red banners 

Out above the harvest sheaves, 
They are going — ever going — 

Thick and fast, like falling leaves. 

All along the mighty ages, 

All adown the solemn time, 
They have taken up their homeward 

March to that serener clime. 
Where the watching, waiting Angels 

Lead them from the shadow dim. 
To the brightness of His Presence 

Who has called them unto Him. 

They are going — only going — 

Out of pain and into bliss ; 
Out of sad and sinful weakness 

Into perfect holiness. 
Snowy brows — no care shall shade them ; 

Bright eyes — tears shall never dim ; 
Rosy lips — no time shall fade them ; 

Jesus called them unto Him. 

Little hearts forever stainless — 

Little hands as pure as they, — 
Little feet, by Angels guided. 

Never a forbidden way ! 
They are going — ever going — 

Leaving many a lonely spot ; 
But 'tis Jesus who has called them— 

Suffer, and forbid them not ! 



24. ^OT CHANGED BUT GLORIFIED. 



Sbe Wd^ or ZVUy or Qlbe Saflor'0 WSb. 

The little maid lay moaning, 

Late at the set of sun ; 
They told him ** She is dying 

Now that the day is done ! " 
But, listening by the window, 

He heard the full-toned roar 
Of great waves plunging, plunging. 

All down the silent shore, 
And to the watchers weeping 

" She cannot go ! " he cried, 
" The soul-call never cometh 

At flowing of the tide." 

The little maid ceased moaning. 

And darker grew the night ; 
They cried " She is not dying. 

She'll see the morning light ! " 
But he heard there by the window 

The plunging waves no more, 
But the waters washing, washing. 

Like a lake upon the shore. 
And he heeded not the watchers. 

As hopefully they cried, 
But said, with lips all trembling, 

" It is the Flood of tide." 

The little maid lay sleeping, 

Or ere the night was done. 
They said, " She will awaken 

To new life with the sun ; " 
But he listened the deep murmur 

The sighing night-wind bore 
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Of the waters sobbing, sobbing, 

As they forsook the shore. 
" Now pray the Lord Almighty 

Upon your knees," he cried, 
"Oh, pray Him by His mercy. 

For 'tis the Ebb of tide ! " 

Ah me ! the world is evil, 

And sick with care and sin. 
And, sure, the Lord had mercy. 

Who left her not therein ; 
For with one cry, " O Father ! " 

She woke ere it was day 
And sighed and smiled ; and sighing 

And smiling passed away. 
And, sure, in life more blessed 

Her sweet soul doth abide, 
Where on the Sea of Jasper 

Is never Ebb of tide. 



B SHrge for One wbo ^ie^ Bbroad* 

Slowly tread, and gently bear 
One that comes across the wave. 

From the oppression of his care 
To the freedom of the grave. 

From the merciless disease. 
Wearing body, wasting brain. 

To the rest beneath the trees, — 
The forgetting of all pain ; 

From the delicate eye and ear. 
To the rest that shall not see ; 

To the sleep that shall not hear. 
Nor feel the world's vulgarity. 
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Bear him, in his leaden shroud, 
In his pall of foreign oak. 

To the uncomplaining crowd, 
Where ill word was never spoke. 

Bear him from life's broken sleep — 
Dreams of pleasure, dreams of pain, 

Hopes that tremble, joys that weep. 
Loves that perish, visions vain — 

To the beautiful repose. 
Where he was before his birth ; 

With the ruby, with the rose. 
With the harvest, earth in earth ! 

Bring him to the body's rest, 
After battle, sorely spent, 

Wounded, but a welcome guest 
In the Chiefs triumphal tent 



I AM home in Heaven, dear ones ; 

Oh so happy, and so bright ! 
There is perfect joy and beauty 

In this everlasting light. 

All the pain and grief are over ; 

Every restless tossing passed ; 
I am now at peace forever, 

Safely home in Heaven at last ! 

Did you wonder I so calmly 
Trod the valley of the shade ? 

Ah ! but Jesus' love illumined 
Every dark and fearful glade. 
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And He came Himself to meet me 

In that way so hard to tread ; 
And with Jesus* arm to lean on. 

Could I have one doubt or dread ? 

Then you must not grieve so sorely. 

For I love you dearly still ; 
Try to look beyond earth's shadows. 

Pray to trust our Father's will. 

There is work still waiting for you. 

So you must not idly stand ; 
Do it now while life remaineth, — 

You shall rest in Jesus' land. 

When that work is all completed 

He will gently call you home. 
Oh, the rapture of that meeting ! 

Oh, the joy to see you come I 



Xullabi2 of Xffe* 

Sleep, little flower, whose petals fade and fall 

Over the sunless ground ; 
Ring no more peals of perfume on the air — 

Sleep long and sound. 

Sleep — sleep. 

Sleep, summer wind, whose breathings grow more faint 

As night draws slowly nigh ; 
Cease thy sweet chanting in the cloistral woods 

And seem to die. 

Sleep — ^sleep. 

Sleep, thou great Ocean, whose wild waters sink 
Under the setting sun ; 
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And the loud music of thy waving waves 
Till night is done. 

Sleep — sleep. 

Sleep, thou tired heart, whose mountain pulses droop 

Within the valley cold ; 
On pains and pleasures, fears and hopes of life, 

Let go thine hold. 

Sleep — sleep. 

Sleep, for 'tis only sleep, and there shall be 

New life for all at day ; 
So sleep, sleep all, until the restful night 

Has passed away. 

Sleep— sleep. 



B IDof ce from Rfar* 

Weep not for me ; — 
Be blithe as wont, nor tinge with gloom 
The stream of love that circles home. 

Light hearts and free ! 
Joy in the gifts Heaven's bounty lends ; 
Nor miss my face, dear friends ! 

I still am near ; — 
Watching the smiles I prized on earth. 
Your converse mild, your blameless mirth ; 

Now too I hear 
Of whispered sounds the tale complete, 
Low prayers, and musings sweet. 

A sea before 
The Throne is spread ; — its pure still glass 
Pictures all earth scenes as they pass. 

We, on its shore. 
Share, in the bosom of our rest, 
God's Knowledge, and are blest. 



REUNION. 29 



para^f0f Gloria. 

There is a city, builded by no hand, 

« 

And unapproachable by sea or shore, 
And unassailable by any band 
Of storming soldiery for evermore. 

In that pure city of the Living Lamb, 
No ray shall fall from satellite or sun. 

Or any star ; but He who said •* I Am " 
Shall be the Light, He and His Holy One. 



There we no longer shall divide our time 
By acts or pleasures, — doing petty things 

Of work or warfare, merchandise or rhyme ; 
But we shall sit beside the silver springs. 

That flow from God*s own footstool, and behold 
Sages and martyrs, and those blessed few 

Who loved us once and were beloved of old. 
To dwell with them and walk with them anew, 

In alternations of sublime repose, 
Musical motion, the perpetual play 

Of every faculty that Heaven bestows 

Through the bright, busy, and eternal day. 



'Reunion* 

«' I SHALL GO TO HIM, BUT HE SHALL NOT RETURN TO 

ME." 2 Sam, xii. 23. 

Met again to part no more. 

After all the weary years ; 
Met again, the weeping o'er. 

After all the scalding tears, — 
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After sin's delusive snares, 
After struggles, hopes, and sighs ; 

After sorrows calmed by prayers, 
Met again in Paradise. 

Met again in fullest light, 

<« Heart to heart, and hand to hand/* 
After wanderings in the night, 

Wanderings you can understand. 

After all the smiles and tears. 
After all the hushed, low prayers ; 

After all the hopes and fears. 

Life's bewildering, blinding cares. 

Met within that Presence high, 
Where our chains are cast aside 

By the strength that stooped to die. 
To be scourged and crucified. 

In His Presence evermore, 
Who has burst sin's galling bands, 

Tom from death the sting it bore. 
Writ our names upon His hands. 

Here all minor chords shall die. 

Life's weird notes so sad and dreary ,- 

" Jubilates " now on high 
Take the place of " Miserere." 



Tmeatis an^ Tmotn witb Care* 

Weary, and worn with care ! 
Father, Thy hand seems lead. 
That same dear hand which bled 
Weighs more than I can bear. 
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Weary, and worn with care ! 
From Thy compassion deep, 
Thy blessed promise keep, 
My heavy burden share. 

Weary, and worn with care ! 
Edges of life all frayed ; 
Thou hast the fainting stayed ; 
Thyself hast taught us prayer. 

Weary, and worn with care, 
Thou too didst turn aside ; 
Be Thou my patient Guide, 
Let me Thy meekness wear. 

Weary, and worn with care, 
I fain would catch the gleam, 
This side the flowing stream, 
So bright from portals fair. 

So weary, worn with care ! 
And yet. Thou knowest best. 
In Thine own time give rest, 
Thy purposes lay bare. 



vnben tbe Song'd (3one Out of Kour Xife* 

When the song's gone out of your life. 

That you thought would last to the end. 
That first, sweet song of the heart. 

That no after days can end, — 
The song of the birds to the trees. 

The song of the wind to the flowers. 
The song that the heart sings low to itself 

When it wakes in the morning hours. 
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You can start no other song ; 

Not even a tremulous note 
Will falter forth on the empty air. 

It dies in your aching throat. 
It is all in vain that you try, 

For the spirit of song has fled ; 
The nightingale sings no more to the rose 

When the beautiful flower is dead. 

So let silence softly fall 

On the bruised heart's quivering strings ! 
Perhaps from the loss of all you may learn 

The song that the angels sing, — 
A grand and glorious psalm 

That will tremble, rise and thrill, 
And fill your breast with grateful rest. 

And its lonely yearnings still. 



What is this rapture of my eager soul ? 

Where are those weeping ones about my bed ? 

Am I on earth, or numbered with the dead ? 
And how, in pain till now, am I made whole ? 
Who are those beings, under whose control, 

I upward speed, borne by their wings outspread ? 

What is this light and music round me shed ? 
Has earth receded, and is heaven my goal ? 
And what are those bright thronging shapes around ? 

Do I not know them, as they beckon me ? 

Tell me, my Guardians, all this mystery. 
Yes, thou dear soul, with hymns of holy sound, 

Thy loved and lost to heaven do welcome thee, 

Thine are they now, for all eternity. 
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21 Aontb in peace* 

A MONTH among the happy living dead, 
What wonders must have flashed writhin thine eyes, 
Which see the glories of that paradise. 

Whose splendors now before thy gaze are spread ! 

No more the weary earth, no more the dread 
Of loss or failure, or the sad surprise 
Of mortal sin ; the way before thee lies 

Straight to the feet of Him, our Risen Head. 

As, on the earth, thou didst His Presence hail 
Upon His Altar Throne, in that sweet Feast, 

Which told thee that His love should never fail ; 

So now, that Love which met thee at the Rail, 
Doth welcome thee, all earthly toil surceased, 
Thy dross all purged away, thy gold increased. 



% Kear at 'Reet 

A YEAR has past since last we saw thee here, 
A year ! How long it seems to think thee dead, 
A year ! Asleep in thy cold silent bed, 

A year ! And in each day for us a tear. 

And yet, how oft we feel thy spirit near. 
Thy spirit which a blessing e*er doth shed, 
Whereby our inner souls are comforted, 

As if thou still wert living here to cheer. 

Yes, thou dost live, and in thy heavenly home, 
And, in the mirror of the crystal sea, 
Which spreads before all-seeing Deity, 

Thou yet dost see us, as on earth we roam 
In all our sorrow and perplexity. 
And peace, thou bringest us, which tells of thee. 

3 
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tCbe IRemembtance ot TCbose wbo SCeep* 

Our sleeping dead, O Lord, are gone to Thee, 

To be for evermore in tranquil rest ; 

Grant that, O Lord, we may with them be blest; 
And with them, all Thy endless glory see. 
O ever living, loving God, set free 

Our souls from every vain and worthless quest ; 

To be with Thee, be that our sole behest; 
With Thee in time, as in eternity : 
Then with our dead shall we be blest indeed. 

And with them live in heaven, while here below ; 

And with them too, in heavenly rapture grow ; 
For, while on earth, we shall from earth be freed, 

And all our life will be a path to go 

Where we, with them. Thy joy shall ever know. 



Xfte an^ Xove ^oret^er. 

When once within the glorious golden gate. 
Which, entrance unto heaven, gives the soul, 
Where holy melodies do ever roll, 

And where all moves in placid happy state. 

Then shall each loving soul to each relate 
The wonders of its life's way to the goal. 
Where love for God doth bum as living coal, 

And where is happiness for small and great. 

There, in the realms of everlasting light. 
With those they love, they do forever dwell, 
And through eternity, their love they tell. 

O mourn not then, that in this time of night. 
Thou yet must stay, nor quite thy sorrow quell. 
Bide thy few years, and then, all will be well. 
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Solace in Sorrow* 

Some solace for my sorrow, 

Some respite in my woe, 
Some light in the to-morrow, 

Through which my path must go ; 
Such, Lord, I ask from Thy dear hand. 
Teach me to hear, and understand. 

In pain and grief I languish. 

And bitter tears I weep. 
My heart is rent with anguish, 

For mine in death who sleep : 
O send me comfort from above. 
And make me never doubt Thy love. 



O mourning soul forget not. 

That I for thee can weep. 
Although in death thine are not, 

But only rest in sleep : 
Like Lazarus, my voice they'll hear. 
Then grieve not, doubt not, do not fear. 



Ah Lord ! I'll try to bear my loss, 
I know with thee they live. 

But help me. Lord, to bear my cross. 
And comfort daily give. 



My child, when in that better land 
Then shalt thou know, and understand. 
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B Aotber'0 <Boo^|^Vlf0bt• 

Good-night! Good-night ! my precious Babe, 
Although thou dost not slumber now 

With gentle breathings and flushed cheek, 
As I thus kiss thy clay-cold brow : 

Good-night ! Good-night ! 

Good-night ! Good-night ! no more thy kiss 

Will come to me from rosy lips, 
As I thy sleeping form caressed 

And felt thee breathe in sleep's eclipse : 

Good-night ! Good-night ! 

Yet why «* Good-night " ? Is it not day 
Where thou art gone, my darling love ! 

Day, rich, resplendent, ever bright. 
With God, our Saviour, up above : 

Yet now — Good-night ! 

Good-night ! for I am yet down here ; 

Good-night ! and wait for me above ; 
Good-night ! enough for me to know 

In heaven itself I'll have thy love : 

Good-night ! Good-night ! 

The morn will come for me and thee. 
The morn when death shall be no more, 

Till then — one kiss — once more — Good-night ! 
And meet me at Heaven's open door : 

Good-night ! Good-night ! 



THE MOURNER COMFORTED. 
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TEbe Aotttner (Iomtotte^ b^ Onv JSle00e^ Xotd« 

AS ONE THAT COMFORTETH THE MOURNERS. 

yod xxix. 25. 

Oh, Lord, my God, beneath Thy Hand 

I lie in anguish, and I weep, 
I know my loved are in that land 

Where comes no sorrow, pain or grief; 
But, O my Lord, my heart rebels. 
My murmurs sore, my weeping tells. 

O, Good Samaritan Divine, 

Into my bosom pour Thy balm. 
Comfort with oil, and cleanse with wine 

My wounded heart, and make it calm ; 
And then, O Lord, life's path I'll take 
With courage fresh, for Thy dear sake. 



trembling heart, and fainting soul, 
Dost thou expect that life for thee 

Should be all sunshine to its goal. 

And from all pain and sorrow free ? 
Not thus My path to Calvary's Cross, 

1 knew the bitter pain of loss. 

I wept with Mary at the grave 
Of Lazarus, her brother dear ; 

I thus am ever near to save. 

And every mourning heart can cheer : 

Look up, my stricken one, and sing. 

Thy sleeping ones I'll with Me bring. 
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rU bring them back to thy embrace, 
Their well-known features thou shalt see. 

Glorious and beauteous, full of grace. 
For they have been in heaven with Me. 



O Lord, my God, my tears forgive ! 
Take me with them and Thee to live ! 






